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This is the tale of 
the birth of the 
Brotherhood of the 
Knights of Dawn. 
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It was not long 
after the mysterious 
disapearance of Pyros 

that three young 
warriors road forth to 
find their missing 
master. Arduain of 
the White Rose, lead 
the way with song and 
poetry. Wolf Asgrim, 
Aduain's oldest friend 
and shieldbrother, 
rode at his side. The 
third companion was 
young Ecanem the 
Golden- a philospher 
and traveler. Together 
they searched the 
land's north of Britain 
for many days. 

As they rode they 
discovered many evils 
in the realm and did 
what they could to 
help those beset by 
troubles-feeding the 
hungry and building 
shelters for the 
homeless. Ever 
onward they moved 
north in search of 
Pyros- to no avail. 

One day the trio 
encountered a band of 


warriors on the high 
road. Their horses 
were hot with 
exhaustion. The three 
travelers approached 
them cautiously, for 
there was much evil 
in the land in those 
days. Wolf, a 
seasoned man of many 
battles, had grown a 
keen sense for danger 
and therefore hung 
back as Arduain 
and Ecanem rode 
forward. The weary 
band soon explained 
how they had been 
chasing a murderer to 
exact vengence for his 
evil crimes. Arduain, 
uncomfortable with 
their anger, wished 
them a good ride and 
bid them farewell as 
soon they stormed 
away. Ecanem shook 
his head and the three 
agreed that nothing 
qood could come of 
what they had just 
seen. 

As they continued 
down the way, a 
lone figure stumbled 
out on the road. She 
was a pitiful creature; 
small, ragged, dirty 
-half starved. Her 
only words were a 
faint, hoarse whisper 
for help. The three 
men slipped from 
their steeds and 
rushed to her side as 
she sank to the dusty 
gravel of the high 
road. 

Arduain held her 


gently as Ecanem 
brought water to wash 
her battered face and 
wet her swollen lips. 
Wolf snarled and 
muttered something 
under his finely 
trimmed beard, his 
dark black eyes 
watching for trouble. 
All night they cared 
for her and kept her 
close within their 
pavillion, safe from 
the northland winter 
chill. 

As dawn 
approached color began 
to return to her lovely 
face and the young 
maiden's eyes 
uttered open. When 
she awoke her words 
came slowly. She told 
of how she had left 
her home in search 
of compassion in the 
land. Once again her 
eyes uttered 
weakly , and she 
drifted away into 
sleep. 

Arduain could hear 
the soft voices of Wolf 
and Ecanem as they 
spoke outside by the 
small fire. Wolf's 
gruff words and 
gravely voice spoke 
first,"I imagine they 
road right past her... 
the bastards” 

Ecanem's clear 
young voice could be 
heard to respond,"Yes, 
but I don't think they 
noticed her as they 
rode by so quickly.” 

Arduain stepped 


from the tent. "They 
were too bent on the 
retaliation of the 
murder of their 
friend.Their burning 
for justice left them 
void of compassion.” 

Wolf handed 
Arduain a cup of 
stew. It felt warm and 
stayed off the pangs 
of hunger that had 
been biting at his 
stomach for hours. 
"Will she live?” Wolf 
asked, gazing at the 
pavilion's door. "She 
will live.” Arduain 
replied thoughtfuly, 
"She will live -this 
time.” 

"No thanks to 
those good men on the 
road!" interjected 
Ecanem, as loud as 
a whisper would allow 
him. 

Wolf growled, 
"Hush, boy, before 
you wake the girl.” 

The three sat still 
for a while, staring 
at the little campfire 
as the nightwind 
caused it to dance 
hypnoticly. 

Finaly Arduain 
broke the silence ,"It 
is not right. . .”" The 
others sat waiting for 
him to continue. 

Their friend was a 

man of deep passion 

and they knew him 

well enought to give 

him time to find the 
words that best 

bespoke the trouble in 
his heart. "It is not 


right,” he continued,” 
that the forces of good 
focus their time and 
energy making, 

vengeful acts of war 

on those who have 
killed their 
companions.” 

Wolf nodded in 
agreement as Ecanem 
chimed in,” True 
goodness can not 
be focused on 
vengence. What of the 
starving and poor like 
that little girl?” 

Arduain's eyes 
narrowed, " I am 
afraid she in ona 
dark quest, that she 
will never complete.” 
Standing slowly, 
Arduain threw his 
remaining stew into 
the fire, smoothering 
the life from it and 
casting the silent 
friends into darkness. 
Arduain shouted from 
the agony that rose in 
his heart,” There is no 
compassion in the 
land!” 

At that, a cold blast 
of arctic wind 
heralded a storm and 
a great bolt of light 
shot across the sky- 
leaving a lingering 
trail of light as it 
vanished beyond 
the horizon. Wolf 
leaped to his feet and 
sprang to the battered 
pavillion to secure 
the door that <apped 
in the rising wind. He 
sniffed and a puzzled 
look came across his 


face as he peered 
inside. The others 
left staring at the sky 
wonder and pressed 
behind him as he 
entered. 

"Something isn't 
right here... snarled 
Wolf, crouching to 
spring.” 

Ecanem was first to 
see that the girl was 
gone as his eyes had 
long-since been 
accustomed to reading 
his philosophical 
tomes in the 
near-dark of the 
candle light. "She's 
gone,” he whispered.” 

The three warriors 
searched the tent and 
the surrouding woods 
until the driving rain 
forced them to seek 
the shelter of the 
pavilion. 

When the 
storm finaly 
broke they 
searched again, 
buteven Wolf's 
famous tracking 
skills could find 
no sign of her 
after the 
pounding rain 
that had 
frustrated their 
seach the night 
before. 
Reluctanly, they 
continued their search 
for Pyros and the 
lands to the north, 
unaware of the great 
adventure that lay 
ahead of them. 
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Thus ends the first 
book of the Origin of 
the Knights of Dawn. 
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